LOVE 


A banquet to feast, 
The crave for the hungry. 

A quest for the young and the old, 
The ric and poor, 
Employed and unemployed. 
Love for itself, who- caw ever find, 


The mender of worm tissues, 
Ailment for the obsessed, 
Healer of the disturbed tissue, 
Tissue of the heart, mind and soul. 
A life-time’s rejurvenatiow, 
The suw ow planet earth. 

Love for itself, who- caw ever find. 


Drawwto by a natural make, 
Intuition ravely with unrelentingwhispers, 
Shoved to it by despair 
Owthe account am filled and new. 
Hopelessly searching, ignorantly pursuing, 
Unaware we crave, pant and bleat iw agony. 
Daring never to the hand of w delegate 
Oh! Love for itself, who- caw ever find. 


Love for itself, but to know about. 
Absoluiteness, completeness and yield of quest 
The yield of all colory wiland choice 
Fruitiow of the surrendered soul 
AW to- the very cause we breathe, 

Love for itself, who- caw ever fd. 


Love for itself only to- know about. 
Thresher of the un-yielded, 
Weaving the very thready of the earth ¥ crust 
AW to the good of one soul, 
Ceasing to exist only all iv recreation, 
Itself disowning for yield in another’ s 
Love for itself who- caw ever find. 


Under seay, over mountaimg, ww brethrew blood, 
Iw self expend, despair overwhelns the soul 
Iw so-to behold ity courty 
Life-spanned patience at calm for the time 
To-be come. 
A sweetest of literature and modest of verbal antique, 
At the very expect expense, 

Iw so-to- behold its courts. 
Expending life tissue and breathe, 
Drenching rock to wield graiw and cool of air, 
Travelling afar to find where thee are and stand gaze, 
AWowing to ignorance. 

If be tt not divine, thew be it no more. 


Nigh drows the life gleam of the in- sighted, 
The oney whose crave yearny earnest 
Whose minds bloat with expended thoughty 
Whose life at hand haswt instigated, 
Only to them with it 
Yields the fruitiow of the hearty labor. 
And so-it cometh to thine mind that thougw standeth at holy 
grounds, 
From ye froth the springs of new life. 


Iwthy very gene, 


Was written the encomium of «. 
Weaved iwthy simewyand the thread of thine heart 
The very existence of it iw complete. 
Sank into thy two-hand, oh! Maw is the only task, 
Drow, draw, and draw. 
TUL & overflows, draw from within, 
Only owe it to- the replicate nature of i. 

Dowt surprise maw, draw and drow 

For now yow see it howing: searched, 

Love for al self, only one to be found, 

AW caw ever now find, 
Love for itself. 


Look no- farther ol! Weary man, 
Look not beyond your sight. 
Move not a step from where thee standetn, 
And look. 
Close thine eyes and see. 
AW at first glance, 
Love at hand. 
Look withiwoh weary mawand see, 
And tive no more. 
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